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partisan, ridiculed the pretended wrongs and mock pro-
priety that echoed around her, and, declaring that the
author of* Manstein' had only been bold enongh to print
that which all repeated, rallied them on their hypocrisy.
Baroness Bngel also was faithful, although a little jealous
of the zeal of Christiana; and, between them, they laughed
down the cabal, and so entirely turned the public feeling
that, in less than a month, it was universally agreed that
: Manstein' was a most delightful book, and the satire, as
they daintily phrased it, ' perfectly allowable.'

Amid all this tumult my father was silent. From no
look, from no expression of his, could I gain a hint either
of his approval or his disapprobation. I could not ascertain
even if he had seen the book. The Countess Fleming of
course read it immediately, and had not the slightest con-
ception of what it was about. When she heard it was by
me, she read it again, and was still more puzzled, but told
me she was delighted. When the uproar took place, instead
of repeating, which she often did, all the opinions she had
caught, she became quite silent, and the volumes disappeared
from her table. The storm blew over, and no bolt had
shivered me, and the volumes crept forth from their myste-
rious retirement.

About two months after the publication of c Manstoin '
appeared a new number of the great critical journal of the
north of Europe. One of the works reviewed was my
notorious production. I tore open the leaves with a blended
feeling of desire and fear, which I can yet remember. I
felt prepared for the worst, I felt that such grave censors,
however impossible it was to deny the decided genius of
the work, and however eager they might be to hail the
advent of an original mind, I felt that it was but reasonable
and just, that they should disapprove the temper of the
less elevated portions, and somewhat dispute the moral
tendency of the more exalted.